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An Antidote 


by babyblueglasses 


Loki is tasked with restoring Tony's memory, and to his dismay, his former enemy is 
absolutely infatuated with him. The mortal shouldn't trust him, or at least, Loki keeps 
telling himself that. 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


I saw the amnesia prompt making the rounds and decided to make a go for it! Not an 
accurate depiction of amnesia. 


Loki followed Thor down the palace hall, his voice a hiss that wasn’t lost on the stoic guards lining 
the way. “Why must you bring him here? Surely they have the technology to heal him. They 
defeated the Chitauri, after all.” 


Thor pointedly looked straight ahead. It had been months since he’d visited his Midguardian 
acquaintances, and he wished that things had gone better. He didn’t think of them as friends, not 
fully. He’d only known them in the heat of battle. Yet still, ending the Chitauri’s invasion 
alongside them and then freeing his brother from the mind stone’s grasp—he held them in high 
esteem. 


“Thor,” Loki hissed. ““Why have you brought him here, and why—* Loki hurried to catch himself 
and avoid a collision when Thor stopped. 


Thor’s gaze was unbearably heavy. “They are not equipped to heal the mind.” He looked away, the 
memory of his brother’s tortured mind still uncomfortable to bear. “Surely you can understand why 
I'd bring him here for that,” Thor said quietly. 


Loki’s heart missed a few beats as his feet turned to lead. He held one hand against his chest, his 
fingers flinching as he frowned. “The mind stone is here, in the vault.” His voice was barely above 
a whisper, though the nearest guards were several meters away now. 


“Tt was not the mind stone that struck him.” Thor turned his attention back on Loki. “It was 
Amora’s magic. She set her sights on robbing Midgard of its magical artifacts. It is why the 
Midgardians called to me for aid. It’s difficult for them to fight Asgardians on their own.” Thor 
took a breath. He blamed himself for her attack. She was a citizen of his realm. “You are well 
versed in magic of the mind.” 


Loki paused, his eyebrow flinching. He didn’t like where Thor was leading. “Witnessing 
someone’s memories is different from healing them, Thor.” Loki took a step backwards. “Take him 
to see one of our many healers. I don’t know why you’ ve asked me—” 


““__T trust your magic more than anyone’s.” 


For a moment, Loki was speechless. Thor rarely said or showed any sort of affection towards him 
that wasn’t a clap on the back or a shared grin. 


“He was willing to sacrifice himself to save Midgard,” Thor continued. “He could have easily died 
in the invasion. We owe him this.” 


Loki licked his lips. “Then any healer on Asgard that is trained in the fine art of healing should see 
him, not me.” Loki’s resolution set in. “And putting aside the fact that I am very much not trained 
in such healing, I am absolutely certain that I am the last person here that he wants to see.” 


Thor looked a little helpless at that. “I told them your mind was not wholly your own.” 
“T threw him out a window, Thor.” 

Thor swallowed, staring at Loki. 

Loki could not recall if Thor knew that. He knew he hadn’t shared it, at least. 


“T would have killed him, Thor.” Loki’s hands had dropped to his sides, clenched. “It will make no 
difference to him if my mind was my own or not. Only his machine saved him. Don’t do him the 
disservice of having me attend to him.” 


Thor stared. 


Loki would’ ve found his speechlessness gratifying if he hadn’t been directing daggers with his 
own eyes towards Thor’s slightly hopeless ones. After a few moments, Thor’s shoulders slumped. 


“Father is not especially keen on the idea of having our healers work on a mortal. He says they 
have other duties to attend to and he doesn’t wish for a mortal to take up a valued space on the 
healing ward.” 


Anger swept through Loki. “So you need my help,” he said bitterly. “It is not my magic you need, 
but rather, that I am your only option. I’m flattered.” 


“You twist my words,” Thor said. Loki scoffed. “You can help him, Loki. I know that you can.” 
Thor’s gaze turned pleading. It was the same expression that had lulled Loki into helping him with 
raiding the palace kitchens or conjuring doubles so they could skip their tutoring lessons as 
children. “We owe him. You owe him.” 


Loki’s eyes fell shut as he let out an irritated huff. He wouldn’t admit how right Thor was about 
that. Had Stark not defeated the Chitauri, Loki would be in a much, much worse position than 
simply resuming his old life on Asgard, his crimes dismissed for being under duress. 


“Pll take a look at him,” Loki said. “But I am nota healer, and I will decide after seeing him who 
we may have the best chance at referring him to.” 


“He won’t even recognize you,” Thor supplied helpfully, so much sunnier than before. 
Loki rolled his eyes. “If we’re successful, he will.” 


Thor lead the way through the grand doors to the guest room where Tony Stark was staying. 


Loki was not prepared for the doe eyed mortal that watched him from the bed. Stark looked years 
younger, no longer suffocating beneath the stress of the invasion as Loki remembered. He sat 
propped up against the headboard with a book in his lap. His thick brown hair pointed in different 
directions, though Loki noted that his distinct facial hair was as sharp as ever. 


Stark’s brown eyes followed him, not Thor, as Loki approached his bedside. He was openly 
curious and his interest saddled Loki with guilt. 


Though his memories seemed to have happened to someone else when he recalled them, it was all 
too easy for him to remember how Stark’s pulse had felt in his grip. 


“This is my brother, Loki,” Thor said, speaking a little too loudly and slowly. Loki clenched his 


teeth. “He is going to help you with your memory.” 
Stark was openly, unashamedly staring at Loki. 


Loki managed a small, polite smile. “I am just going to take a look.” 


Tony couldn’t take his eyes off the raven haired god that had slipped into the room behind his 
boisterous brother, his gaze sliding away from Tony with something like doubt. Worry. 


He wore an elegant though muted ensemble of dark black robes with accents of deep greens, their 
sleek but comfortable fit suggesting that their wearer wished to disappear into the background. He 
was light on his feet and moved with a grace that mesmerized Tony. 


Tony couldn’t remember much in general, just sensations and abstract ideas about how things 
worked, but something about the god was familiar. Warm. 


Tony soaked his presence in, as if studying the way the god approached his beside could will the 
memories of him back into his mind. 


Loki leaned in over the bed, and Tony found himself leaning towards Loki too, eager and curious. 
Loki’s eyebrows pinched, discomfort slipping into his gaze as he held slender fingers just inches 
from either side of Tony’s face. “Relax,” Loki instructed. 


His eyes were a gorgeous shade of emerald up close. Tony barely registered the chill of Loki’s 
fingers tips as they set near his temples. Loki’s eyes fell shut. 


He had such beautiful cheekbones and clear, soft skin. Tony’s attention fell on the pores of his 
cheeks, the thin lines around his eyes and lips. Tony’s chest softened. Did Loki laugh often? 


Loki’s hands vanished and he stood straight. He turned towards Thor, leaving his shoulder for 
Tony to stare at instead. “It’s a rudimentary blocking spell, but he seems to have been dosed with 
far too much of it.” Loki wiped his hands against his thighs. “I would assume Amora meant to 
remove his recollection of one or two things and ended up wiping most of it instead.” 


The derision in his voice intrigued Tony too. “What do we do?” Thor asked. “How can you fix 
it?” 


Loki sighed. “I suppose I could assemble the ingredients for an antidote, but I'd prefer to have a 
second opinion.” Thor gave him a disbelieving look, but before either could speak, there was a 
knock at the door. 


A guard poked their head inside. “Prince Thor, there is a call for you pertaining to the 
arrangements for the feast next week.” 


“This will only take a moment,” Thor said, heading for the door. 


Tony was content to stare at Loki as he watched his brother vanish, the room falling silent. Loki 
brushed some invisible speck off his robe. 


Tony pushed his forgotten book aside, folding his legs and sitting off the headboard. “Prince Loki, 
huh?” Tony prompted. 


Loki’s eyes darted towards him. He didn’t move otherwise, and Tony couldn’t tell if it was 


because he was startled or unsure. “That is my name,” he said after a moment. 


Tony smiled at him. There was just something so familiar, so comforting about Loki. He couldn’t 
put his finger on it. “We’ve met, haven’t we?” 


If it was possible, Loki became even more still, shuttering Tony off. “Yes.” 


Tony tilted his head slightly, resisting the impulse to shuffle closer to him. “I don’t know what it is 
about you.” Tony smiled again, wishing it would soften the way Loki wearily watched him from 
the corner of his eyes, his head towards the door as though Thor would spare him at any moment. 
“T just—I feel like I really know you.” 


Loki’s eyes widened in surprise for a heartbeat. Then the cool facade was back. “We have met,” 
Loki said very, very quietly. 


“Were we—” Tony set his hands on his ankles over the thick blankets. “Y’ know.” Loki didn’t 
seem to follow. “Are you sure that we weren’t, y’ know, dating or maybe—* 


Thor walked in at that very moment, and Loki took several quick steps towards him. “We should 
discuss the antidote,” he said. “And a second opinion.” 


“Right—-“ 
“—_Outside,” Loki cut in, heading towards the door. 


Tony watched the door fall shut, struck by a longing to see Loki again. 


“He’s imprinting on me,” Loki complained, voice hushed outside the door. “He recognizes that he 
knows me, and I dare think that he’s taking that to mean we were involved—” 


Thor broke into a laugh. 


“Why is that funny?” Loki demanded, a few seconds away from giving in to the desire to jab a 
dagger into Thor. 


Thor rubbed his eye. “Because,” he said. “Stark has a reputation for being the lover of many. It is 
hardly surprising he would make such an assumption, but you—* Thor took a deep breath. “—I 
struggle to imagine you would consider a flirt such as Stark to be your type.” 


“Astounding,” Loki muttered. “You know something of my preferences in dispositions.” 
“T remember you eviscerating Fandral when he dared to flirt with you,” Thor replied. 


Loki shrugged. “He had been rejected by three others for the summer dance. It was hardly 
flattering when he turned his attention on me.” 


Thor hadn’t gotten over his amusement yet, his expression still bright. Loki glanced back towards 
the door. “I shall have to correct his assumption before this goes too far—” 


“Don’t,” Thor said, suddenly serious. “He’s in a fragile state, and it will do no harm.” Loki 
frowned, hesitating. “What do you want him to do, fear you?” 


Loki couldn’t deny that he’d felt a warmth in his chest at the way Stark looked at him, so open and 
interested. 


No one looked at him with anything but suspicion anymore. 
But it wasn’t his to have. Stark’s gaze would cloud like all the other’s soon enough. 
“Loki, leave it be,” Thor pleaded. 


“Fine.” Loki sighed, crossing his arms. “But I want you to get Eir to look at it while I go get 
ingredients. I don’t care if you have to beg or if you have to bring father’s wrath, the mind is a 
delicate thing and I don’t wish to inadvertently damage it. After all, we owe him a debt, don’t we, 
Thor?” 


Thor ignored Loki’s snark. “Dll ask her if I can get her away from her patients for ten minutes,” he 
promised. “But you said it’s rudimentary. I’m sure you’ll be able to undo it.” 


“Or perhaps she’ll have the antidote on hand and you'll be able to send him home.” Loki’s eyes 
narrowed. “You still think it’s funny that Stark thinks he was involved with me.” 


“Tt is funny,” Thor answered, as lighthearted as ever. “Ill go beg Eir for her help, you go make the 
antidote.” 


Loki shook his head, taking off down the hall so he wouldn’t have to bear anymore of Thor’s 
amusement. 


He desperately tried to forget the way he’d felt as he leaned in towards Stark, the mortal staring 
back in wonder. 


Tony wasn’t aware of the disappointment that practically oozed from him when Thor entered the 
room, accompanied this time by a woman dressed in plain white robes. She introduced herself and 
held a silver instrument with several rotating rings around his head while asking him to stay still. 


Once she was satisfied with whatever the device did, she stared at a tablet that Tony kept craning 

his neck to try and see. “Well, Prince Loki’s certainly handled far more complex magical injuries 

than this on his own,” she said to Thor, tapping at something. “I’d be happy to look over his work 
if he’d like, but I doubt he will need me.” 


“That’s great news,” Thor said. “I’m sure he will be happy to be going home.” 


She shook her head, pointing at something on the tablet. “This won’t be cured in a day. Prince Loki 
will have to administer the antidote once a day for two weeks. Possibly longer, if needed.” 


“Umm,” Tony said pointedly. 


She smiled at him, turning the tablet around. There was an image of his brain with several glowing 
spots within it. “You have a spell blocking your memories, and you’ ve been struck with quite a lot 
of it,” she said. “It won’t fade on its own. You’ll need to gradually draw the memories back in to 
prevent complete overwhelm, and in any event, I don’t think any amount of antidote would take 
out the spell at this quantity in one go.” Her expression turned warmer. “You will be perfectly fine 
at the end of recovery, however. I don’t expect there to be any lasting side effects.” 


“So Prince Loki will take care of me until then?” 


Her lips twitched at the corner of her mouth, as though she wanted to smile. “I would imagine that 
he will insist on me checking on your progress, but I am quite confident that he will be able to 


oversee your care.” 
“Cool.” 
She blinked, then looked to Thor. “He approves,” Thor translated, also looking amused. 


“Very well. Call me if you need anything.” 


Loki regretted letting Thor into his room. He clenched his jaw as Thor spoke. “You should have 
seen him talking to Eir! He was starry-eyed when she said you could take care of him.” 


Loki set his pestle down into the mortar. “All the more reason for me to not take care of him. 
Surely Eir can manage to visit him once a day.” 


“You know she has a heavy case load.” Loki did know. She was easily the busiest healer on 
Asgard, and also one of the best. Thor hesitated. “If you truly do not want to help, then I will ask 
her to relieve you.” 


Loki ran his tongue over his teeth. He hadn’t disliked meeting Stark for the second time, but Stark 
would never see him as anything but his enemy. 


Thor took a few steps towards Loki’s cluttered desk. “Perhaps you healing him will change the 
way Midgard views you,” Thor said. “Perhaps Asgard will give you credit as well. Father may not 
want him in the medical ward, but that doesn’t mean that his honor as a warrior is unrecognized.” 


Loki stared down at the muddled, pungent leaves in the mortar. “And here I thought scheming was 
my thing.” 


Thor laughed. “It still is,” he promised. 


His lightheartedness was lost on Loki. “Fine,” Loki answered. “But only because you are right that 
we owe him for his role in preventing the Chitauri’s victory.” It was the right thing to do for Stark. 
Perhaps it would be a fitting thank you or an apology for attempting to murder him. “You. Right. 
What an astounding miracle it is I lived long enough to see that day come.” 


Thor scowled, but there was no bite in it. “When will you give him the first dose?” He asked 
instead. 


“This evening, I suppose. I'll be finished with it by then.” 


“Great,” Thor said with far too much enthusiasm for Loki’s taste. 


Loki wasn’t exactly surprised when Thor couldn’t join him to visit Stark. Loki was surprised at 
himself, however, for how he stopped just before Stark’s door. 


Loki sighed, glancing down at the corked bottle in his hand. 
Taking a deep breath, Loki pulled the door open. 


The bed was empty. Loki glanced towards the bathroom suite only to hear a cup of pens fall over 
and look to his right to see Stark blinking up at him from a desk. 


“T was just drawing,” Stark said, holding a paper up for Loki to see. It was filled with crude 
renderings of little robots. “Bored. So. Prince Thor said you’d be bringing me my first dose?” 


“Yes.” Had Stark’s eyes always been so bright? Loki couldn’t remember the last time someone had 
looked at him with such excitement. 


Loki made himself turn his attention towards the room. “You may feel lightheaded with it. ’'d 
prefer that you be prepared to lie down.” 


Stark hopped up and started towards the bed, taking one of the books from the desk with him. 
“You know, it’s so weird, I’m just so tired all the time since this happened. I’ve spent way too 
much time in bed,” Stark said, happily sitting down and turning expectantly towards Loki. 


“Memory loss can do that to you,” Loki said quietly. “Your body is trying to recover, on some 
level. You will probably feel tired from adjusting for a few weeks even after these treatments.” 
Loki held the vial out for Tony to take. 


Tony hesitated. He stared at the bottle, his hand hovering awkwardly in the air. 
“Tt won’t hurt you,” Loki reassured him. “You may just be lightheaded afterwards.” 
“IT know,” Stark said. “Just something about this, it—it feels weird.” 


Of course it would. Stark was supposed to hate him, and yet here Loki was, helping him. Stark 
grasped the bottle from his hand then, awkwardly holding it. 


“You’re meant to drink it,” Loki said. “It may taste bitter. I can call for some tea to be brought, if 
you would like?” 


Stark shook his head. He was studying the decorative pattern on the glass. “You didn’t answer me 
before. How do we know each other?” 


Loki refrained from biting his lip. Instead, he turned away from the curious mortal and tried to hold 
his guilt at bay. “In battle,” Loki said quietly. “At a time when my mind was not completely my 
own.” Loki dared to glance towards Stark. “I can understand if you do not wish to trust me, but I 
promise on my honor as a prince of this realm, the antidote I’ve given is only meant to heal you.” 


Stark shook his head, a tiny smile on his lips. There was hope in his eyes as he stared up at Loki. “T 
have no problems taking this,” Stark said. His smile broadened, and Loki could only watch him in 
confusion, puzzling over what could possibly be going through the mortal’s mind. “I don’t know 
what it is about you... I just know that I can trust you.” 


There was a flicker of pain across Loki’s face as he recalled the man’s pulse in his hand. 
“Will you stay a while after I drink it? Maybe order that tea?” Stark asked. 

Loki wasn’t sure. He brushed his finger tips over the metal band of his necklace. 

“Make sure the side effects aren’t too bad on me?” Stark asked. 


It was so sincere that Loki couldn’t say no. “Pll call for tea,” Loki said, heading towards the door. 


Chapter 2 


The tea tray clattered as Loki took it from a servant’s outstretched arms and walked it into Tony’s 
room. He sat down in a beautifully embroidered armchair beside the bed, settling the tray on 
Tony’s nightstand and handing a cup towards him. Tony frowned at it. 


“This is the tea you wanted,” Loki said. 


Tony’s hand flinched. It felt weird to take things that were handed to him. Something inside of him 
didn’t like it. 


He didn’t understand why though, so after a moment, he accepted it while wishing that Loki 
wouldn’t be so annoyed with him for it. 


“Thanks.” 


Tony took a tentative sip. It was sweeter than he expected, but left a soothing heat in his chest that 
helped him relax. 


“So,” Tony said. “This battle we were in together. What were we fighting?” 


Loki sucked in a tight breath. It was subtle, but Tony still noticed. “I would prefer not to speak of 
it,” Loki said, his gaze going to anywhere but Tony. “It is not a fond memory for me.” 


Loki scanned the shadows of the room as though something lurked in them. His shoulders clenched 
and his eyes narrowed in a flinch. When he spoke, he turned his attention back on Tony, walling 
whatever it was away again. “How are you feeling?” 


Tony glanced guilty down just as Loki said in exasperation, “You haven’t taken a sip yet.” 
“T just wanted to finish our conversation first,” Tony said. 


“T am meant to be monitoring your progress,” Loki said, his voice wavering between irritation and 
something else that Tony couldn’t name. 


Tony had been excited to find out what memories he was missing out on anyway. Popping off the 
top, Tony quickly downed the dose. 


Seconds later he was desperately drinking down his tea, ignoring the burn as he tried to get the 
bitter taste out of his mouth. The effect was almost instant. 


Tony blinked, brushing away an unexpected tear. 


He discovered then that Loki’s gaze was set on him, softened slightly by worry. Tony glanced 
away, unprepared for the way it felt to be the center of Loki’s sympathy. 


“T am sorry,” Loki said slowly, quietly. 
“Why?” 
He pressed his lips together. “I understand the sensation of having an unpleasant memory return.” 


Tony shook his head. Whether it was to excuse Loki or rattle the memory out of his head, he 
wasn’t sure. “I just remembered a few things from being a kid,” Tony said, already mourning what 


it felt like to not remember Howard for a while. “My mother played piano.” 


Loki nodded. When Tony didn’t continue he said, ““We don’t have such an instrument here on 
Asgard.” 


“T wouldn’t want to play it anyway,” Tony said. “I mean, I can play, but I hated going to lessons. 
My mom loved to play though. She got something out of it that I never did.” The memory didn’t 
warm him, as Tony would’ ve expected. Instead, he remembered how he’d envied the way she 
seemed to delight in playing when he only ever felt the intense scrutiny in his head, adopted from 
his tutor, as he tried to get every note on time. 


Loki refilled Tony’s tea. Tony smiled back at him, wondering where the god’s own sadness was 
coming from just then. “I never took to enjoying an instrument either,” Loki said, his tone polite. 
Tony finished his second cup of tea, appreciating the relieving effect. He set the empty cup down 
on the tray. Loki had barely touched his own. 


“You’re not thirsty?” Tony asked. 
“My appetite comes and goes these days,” Loki answered. 


Tony nodded, letting his head fall back against the pillow. He was dizzy from the antidote, but he 
didn’t want Loki to leave. He’d barely gotten a chance to talk to him. Tony turned his head to the 
side, staring at him with a tiny smile on the corner of his lips. 


“Do you feel lightheaded?” Loki asked. 

“Yeah.” 

Loki started to stand.“T’ll leave you to your rest then.” 
“Wait.” Tony blinked up at him. “Stay until I fall asleep?” 
Loki started to scoff. “You are a capable adult—* 
“Please?” 


Loki stared at him, and for a moment, Tony truly couldn’t tell if Loki hated his ass or just thought 
he was a mad man. Tony didn’t relent. He mustered up his best puppy dog eyes, knowing now that 
he’d first mastered them when he was eight and had wanted one of his nannies to bring him for ice 
cream after school. 


Loki turned away, but he sat back down. “Just until you fall asleep,” Loki said, conjuring a book 
from thin air. Tony gasped. When Loki looked over at him, his eyebrows taking a curious tilt 
upwards. 


“That was amazing,” Tony said. “How’d you do it?” 


“This is simple magic. You’ll remember far more impressive things as your treatments continue, 
I’m sure.” Though his tone was dismissive, Loki still looked a little pleased. 


“Tt’s pretty cool though.” 


Loki glanced at him and then back at his book, focusing carefully on the pages. Tony took the 
opportunity to observe. He wondered what the slender gold necklace chain that peeked out beneath 
Loki’s collar looked like in full. He liked the slender little braid he’d missed before, the way it was 


tucked behind Loki’s ear. Loki’s breathing was shallow, and though he tried for indifference, Tony 
had the sense that he was wound like a spring, ready to leap up at any moment. 


Tony wasn’t sure when he’d drifted off. He awoke when the stars were high in the sky and the 
chair Loki had occupied had long gone cold. 


Tony spent much of the second day either drawing more robots to stave off his boredom or leafing 
through the books Thor had brought him from home. He tried to get Tony to watch some of the 
overly dramatic plays that were broadcast on a handheld tablet, but Tony got bored with the 
characters and had trouble relating to most of them. 


He spent a lot to time laying in bed, trying to weave together the memories that he had into a story 
of his life. 


There was little for him to work with. His parents weren’t what he’d expected. He hadn’t meet 
Thor’s mother in person, but at a distance in the hall she had looked kind. Thor’s father looked 
distant, but even so, Tony wasn’t prepared to remember the way his own father’s knuckles felt 
striking the soft cheek of his five year old face. 


He wasn’t prepared for a handful of tattered memories that only hinted at what they’d once been, 
or how utterly alone he was in all of them. He remembered a startlingly deep sense of relief that 
day he’d built his first engine at six, both because it meant his father would stop ignoring him and 
because it meant he wasn’t as dumb as he thought. He remembered his father picking him up off 
the ground and exclaiming with excitement as he called to brag to his friends on the phone, and the 
way his chest had squeezed tight with fear even as he smiled at his father’s joy. 


He remembered walking into an empty house after school and finding a note on the counter from a 
nanny saying she quit. 


He remembered lining up toy dinosaurs with pudgy hands, feeling ashamed of how he wanted to 
play with them and knowing he’d have to hide them well if he wanted to keep them. 


He remembered the lemony tang of a snow cone and the summer heat bearing down on him as he 
sat beside his family’s pool. 


Tony wasn’t sure why he was alone in his most of his memories. He wasn’t sure why his father 
scared him, or why his mother never made eye contact or spoke to him in any of them. 


Would one of the later memories explain what he’d done? 


Tony couldn’t shake the sinking feeling that there must be something defective with him, and he 
was afraid to find out what it was. 


Lying with his head at the foot of the bed, Tony turned the tablet’s plays back on for the noise and 
stared up at the ceiling, tired again and lost in thought. He didn’t hear the door open. 


Tony startled when Loki looked curiously down at him, a tea tray in his hands. “Hi!” Tony 
exclaimed, sitting straight up. “Sorry, I was just tired, I guess,” Tony said, self-conscious as he 
scrambled to sit with his back to the headboard again. 


Loki smiled with gentle amusement. “Tales of Skornheim puts me to sleep too,” he said. “I much 
prefer The Chronicles of Sea and Space.” Tony was lost until he realized that Loki had been 
looking at the show playing on the tablet. 


“Yeah, it’s kind of hard to follow,” Tony said. He turned it off, then froze when he turned back and 
saw Loki holding the vial out to him. 


He still felt a press inside of himself not to have it handed to him, but he pushed it aside to accept 
the vial. Once it was in his hands though, he didn’t want to open it. 


Tony glanced over at Loki. He was standing beside the armchair as though he couldn’t decide 
whether or not he wanted to sit down. His robes were dark black with accents of gold today, and 
Tony liked the silhouette of them. Tony tipped the vial back and forth, watching the liquid morph 
with the motion. 


When he looked back up, Loki’s expression was heavier. 
“You’re having doubts,” Loki said. 


Tony was relieved that Loki had said it for him. He nodded. “Some of my memories—I don’t 
know if I want all of them.” Tony bit his lip. “That’s not okay, is it?” 


Loki sat down and poured himself a cup of tea. He took a long, pensive sip before answering. “I do 
not believe that it is okay or not okay. There is only how you feel about it and that is not right or 
wrong.” He lowered the cup, staring down at his reflection. “Though I must admit that I do not 
know what your future will look like if you do not complete your treatment.” 


“You’ve lost memories, haven’t you?” Tony had been thinking back to Loki’s apology too, mostly 
just wondering what story was behind it. “What did you do when you got them back?” 


Loki set the cup back on the tray. “They were—altered, exaggerated. I was under the influence of 
another, and when that influence was broken it was brutal and left me—with doubts as to...the 
veracity of my original memories.” Loki’s hands clenched against his thighs. He gave Tony a tight 
smile. “You have nothing to fear for your own. Mine were taken with a different method.” 


“Tn the battle?” 


Loki flinched. “You are clever,” he muttered after a moment. Loki cradled his hands in his lap, 
falling silent. 


“IT know you don’t want to talk about it,” Tony said apologetically. Loki’s lip twitched, as though 
with a heavy smile. “I—* Tony glanced back over at Loki. 


He still didn’t know what it was, but he knew he could trust Loki. 


So he could tell Loki. “My memories that came back were from when I was a kid.” Loki lifted his 
head from staring at his lap and set his attention on Tony. “They, uh. Well. My—my dad hit me. 
Once? I don’t know. And—like, no one’s there in my memories. I thought there would be other 
people.” 


Tony had been staring at the bedspread as he spoke, but when he dared to look at Loki, the god’s 
eyes were unnaturally bright, though not with joy. 


They were like Loki understood. 


That alone gave Tony the courage to continue. “But I just remember being a scared kid, and I—I 
don’t think my parents—liked,” Tony’s throat got tight. He hurried to finish. “Me, very much.” 


Loki was quiet, just staring at him as though seeing him for the first time, and Tony suddenly felt 


self-conscious. He toyed with the vial again, surprised when Loki spoke. “We met as adults. I have 
to admit that I do not know much of your childhood, but I understand if you do not wish to 
remember more of that.” Loki paused. His voice was always soft spoken and measured, but it was 
even more careful. “It is your choice whether you take it or not. I will not force you, or even ask 
you to, if it’s not what you wish.” There was a quiet fervency under the promise that soothed Tony. 


“Tt’s more that like, I don’t want to remember why my parents didn’t like me.” 


Loki’s hand tightened against his thigh. He was quiet, and Tony thought that maybe he was 
chewing his lip a little. His gaze was so intense. Loki swallowed. 


“But I kind of want to know everything else,” Tony said. “I can remember faces but not names, 
little pieces of things that aren’t full. I want to know other things, just not that part.” 


Apologetically, Loki answered, “I’m afraid the spell cannot be undone that way.” 


“T know.” Tony smiled at Loki. He felt better, just having told Loki. “Thanks. For listening. It 
helped.” Tony uncorked the bottle and downed it at once, quickly grabbing the teacup to wash 
away the taste. 


Loki schooled his face away from concern when Tony set the teacup down. He held his hand 
slightly out to his right, as though about to summon his book again. 


Tony flopped down against the pillows. The room was already starting to spin. “Stay again?” 


The book appeared. “Of course,” Loki answered, diligently flipping it open. Tony drifted off 
quickly. 


Tony had been sleeping for a long time when Loki finally stood to leave. Tony didn’t see the way 
that Loki looked back over his shoulder at the door, or the unguarded expression that crossed his 
face as he watched the mortal sleeping in the bed. 


Loki stood in his room, staring at the many bookshelves that lined the wall. 


He wasn’t sure that he should be the one tasked with Stark’s care any longer. It may have amused 
Thor to see Tony fawning over him, but Loki was starting to find himself...listening when Stark 
spoke. 


Stark, who would only ever see him as his enemy. 


And Loki couldn’t find it in himself to reject Stark, not when...Loki’s gaze fell on a small dagger 
that leaned against a set of books. 


It was too small for him now, but the handle had fit perfectly in his palm as a child. 


He still remembered the way that Odin had gruffly smiled the day that Loki had plunged it into an 
opponent on the sparing field, finally winning a victory in a way that made his father proud, the 
way he so often was of Thor’s victories. 


Of course, Loki hadn’t known then what he knew now, but he found himself trying to imagine the 
father that Tony had spoken of. 


Loki’s hand grazed his torso before stilling at his side. 


Who better to help Stark recover his memories than him? 


Though it pained Loki to understand what Stark spoke of, perhaps this was paying the mortal back 
a debt, as Thor had said he was owed. Or maybe, maybe it wasn’t so bad to simply enjoy the way 
it felt to have Stark’s attention, at least until he remembered. 


Loki’s attention fell back on the dagger. 


No one else would sit with Stark after he took the antidote. No one else understood the way he did 
how it felt to have one’s memories tampered with. 


Stark already looked so much older after only a couple doses. Loki wasn’t sure how burdened and 
tired he’d look once he’d completed treatment. 


Though Stark wasn’t exactly the same as himself, Loki decided that he would continue looking 
after Stark until the man inevitably rejected him. 


A short while later, Loki made his way to Stark’s room. He was missing from his bed again. When 
Loki turned towards the desk, Stark was already smiling at him. 


“Here!” He held a vase filled with blue flowers out towards Loki. 


Loki had to vanish away the tea tray he held. The vase was heavy as Loki took the flowers in his 
arms, blinking in surprise. 


They were the same ones he requested when his rooms had floral arrangements. Stark had to have 
asked one of the servants about his preferences. Stark wouldn’t have been able to get them on his 
own. 


Loki felt a little dizzy as their fresh, crisp scent wafted up towards him. 
“They’re for helping me,” Stark said, excited. “I heard you like them?” 


“Very much.” Loki hoped that his face wasn’t burning. He took a few unsteady steps towards his 
armchair before finding his rhythm. Stark practically leapt into the bed, sitting up at the headboard. 
“Thank you,” Loki said, admiring the flowers as he set them on the nightstand. 


“You’re welcome!” Stark scooted a little closer to him. “Would you like to play a game or 
something before today’s dose? I’ve been so bored all day.” 


Loki considered the request for a moment. “I suppose I can teach you to play gerdi.” Conjuring a 
board, Loki set it on the bed beside Stark. “The objective is to fence your opponent in before they 
can fence you in. It’s a popular game here on Asgard.” 


Stark was already picking pieces and studying the board. “Wait until you hear how to play,” Loki 
said, amused. 


“You just wait. I’m going to win,” Stark promised. 


“Bold words,” Loki answered. He explained the rules, and wasn’t as surprised as he would’ ve been 
before to see how quickly Stark took to the game. 


Loki won, naturally. He’d had years of experience and didn’t feel so kind as to hand Stark a win. 
“Beginner’s luck,” Stark said. 


Loki raised an eyebrow. “The beginner here is you,” he stated. 


“Nah. This was the first game, so beginner. Therefore, beginner’s luck. Now it’s the second.” Loki 
rolled his eyes, but he knew Stark was playing with him. 


Stark had laid out a few of his pieces before he cast a suspicious glance towards Loki. For a split 
second Loki feared that Stark remembered him. “Why don’t you ever put your pieces in that corner 
of the board?” 


Loki smiled. “Are you asking me to teach you a strategy?” 
Stark scoffed. 


“After all,” Loki continued. “If I only had beginner’s luck, do you really need me to give you an 
advantage in our second round?” 


“No,” Stark answered, a bit petulantly. He set a piece down on the grid. “I'll figure out why you do 
it on my own.” 


“Very well,” Loki said. “Tell me what your findings are.” 

Stark glanced up at him and then back down at the board with determination. 
Loki won the second game as well. 

“So,” Loki said, resetting the board. “What did you discover?” 

Stark stared at the board. “One more round. Then I’ Il tell you.” 

“Alright.” 


The third round was much faster. It was easier for Loki to distract Stark from his target while he 
was trying to figure out the puzzle. As he won for a third time, he was surprised to find Stark 
smiling brightly back at him. 


“Go ahead,” Loki said. “[//uminate me.” 


“Tell me what it is?” Stark asked. His gaze was so unbearably hopeful that Loki found himself 
looking away in exasperation. 


“There is no strategy to avoiding that corner. You imagined a pattern that didn’t exist and I used 
that as a decoy to help me win.” 


“Smart.” 
“Naturally,” Loki said. 


Tony grinned, putting his pieces back into a small wooden box. “We should play this again next 
time.” 


“T take it that you’re ready for your dose,” Loki said, summoning the tea tray and setting it on the 
bed beside Stark. 


“You know,” Stark said, picking the vial off the tray.““The last dose wasn’t so bad. Mostly I 
remember facts I studied in school. And we had a butler that was kinder to me than my dad. I’m so 
glad I remember him.” 


Loki nodded, sending the board back into a pocket dimension for storage. Stark took his dose and 


his tea, just as disgusted by the taste as the first time. Loki was already reading his book when he 
heard Stark sigh and glanced up to see the mortal pulling the covers up over himself and closing 
his eyes. 


Loki waited a few minutes for Stark to fall asleep before standing and picking his flowers up off 
the nightstand. He traced a finger over the petals before taking a few steps away from the bed and 
vanishing to his own rooms, oblivious to the way Tony gasped in surprise to see him disappear, or 
the way he marveled over it afterwards. 


Tony’s memory had been returning in pieces, and he was desperately hoping that his memory of 
Loki would return soon. The memories didn’t all come in order. Some were from more recent 
years, and Tony remembered enough from his last dose to be embarrassed by the way he’d word 
vomited over Loki about his unhappy childhood. 


He was drawing robots again, though these were more complicated and elegant than before. He 
knew now that they didn’t hold a candle to what he could draw when he remembered everything, 
but he was happy to have something to do anyway. 


Thor visited most days, but he was busy and couldn’t stay for long. Tony still couldn’ t remember 
anything about him besides what had happened after he lost his memory. 


Instead, Tony had been waiting for Loki’s arrival all day. 


He’d spent enough time with the god now to notice the somber melancholy that followed in his 
wake. He’d also started noticing the tiny smiles on Loki’s lips and the light in his eyes when Tony 
said something he liked, but Tony wished he knew what Loki’s story was. 


The door started to open and Tony looked hopefully towards it. He sank back down into his chair 
when he saw it was Thor. 


“You are drawing again,” Thor said. 
“Yeah. Keeps me busy.” 


Thor nodded, then wandered into the room. Irritation prickled through Tony when Thor sat down 
in Loki’s chair. “Prince Loki should be by with my dose soon,” Tony said. “He usually shows up 
around this time.” 


Thor turned his head. Tony could’ ve sworn that he saw Thor smile. “My brother is attending a 
diplomatic dinner alongside my mother. I imagine he’ Il be late tonight.” 


“Why didn’t you go?” 


Thor shrugged. “I am not overly fond of such gatherings.” He picked one of the books up off 
Tony’s nightstand. “Have you read everything I brought you?” 


“Yeah,” Tony said, getting up and walking over towards the bed. “I kind of remembered a bit of 
that one already.” He sat crosslegged at the side, facing Thor. “I was kind of wondering if I could 
ask you about something.” 


“T don’t see why not,” Thor said, flipping the book over and reading the back before setting it 
down on the nightstand. 


Tony really wished he could remember if he and Thor had talked much before this. “What 
happened to your brother?” 


Thor glanced up and there was a tension in his gaze that Tony wasn’t prepared for. He swallowed. 
“T mean, like, I know there was a battle and he doesn’t want to talk about it, but he seems kind of 
sad sometimes and—* Tony couldn’t finish his thought. He didn’t like how intense Thor’s 
expression was. 


The muscles down Thor’s arms were clenched. He was quiet for a few moments before looking 
down and taking a deep breath. “Life here has not been easy for my brother. It is not my place to 
tell you what happened to him, but I do think it is fair to tell you that—* Thor’s eyes were an 
unyielding blue, considering something. “—I do worry for him. He has not been the same since 
everything.” 


The way Thor’s voice fell on ‘everything’ sounded like it was something that Tony was supposed 
to remember. Tony wasn’t sure what he wanted to ask next. 


Before he could decide, Thor spoke. “My brother is worth fighting for.” 
Tony didn’t disbelieve him. 
Loki was worth fighting for. Tony knew that the first time he met him. 


He wasn’t sure why, though. Tony paused, thinking it over. “Are you sure that he and I didn’t 
date?” 


Thor burst into laughter. He clapped a hand on a very confused Tony. “I am certain,” he said when 
he could breathe. “You only knew one another on the battlefield.” 


“Okay.” It hurt. Tony wished that they had some past together. 


At that moment the door cracked open and Tony and Thor both looked over to see Loki pushing 
the door open with his shoulder as he carried a tea tray. When he spotted them, his expression 
became colder and more distant. 


“T thought you would be at dinner with Mother,” Thor said. 


“Yes, well, Stark’s doses should be delivered around the same time or he’I] have to miss a dose, 
and I wasn’t hungry in any event, so there was no need for me to stay longer.” He set the tray 
down on the bed beside Tony, his attention entirely on Thor. Tony wasn’t sure what the glare 
meant. 


Not wanting that glare to turn towards him, Tony swallowed down his dose and chased it with tea. 
Thor was smiling at Loki, almost gloating. 


Loki’s glare intensified. Tony’s brain short circuited when Loki sat down on the edge of the bed, a 
few feet away from Tony. 


Tony could feel the mattress dip with his weight. 
Suddenly he wasn’t so mad at Thor for taking the chair anymore. 
“Did you and Father decide if you’ll be hosting a hunt this year?” 


Thor frowned, crossing his arms over his chest and leaning back. “He wants to wait until the 


winter, but the bilgesnipe are less plentiful then. Id rather go when it’s spring.” 
“What a pity it would be if you slaughtered one less bilgesnipe.” 

“You are simply upset that ve taken down more than you.” 

“Yes, [cry myself to sleep at night.” 


Tony rubbed his eye. The dose was making his head spin, like it usually did, but he didn’t want to 
move away from Loki. “You should lie down,” Loki said. 


Tony was surprised and flattered to have Loki’s attention on him. Loki was already handing the tea 
tray to Thor and gesturing towards the nightstand. Thor set it on top of the stack of books as Tony 
propped himself up on the pillows against the headboard. 


“Mother’s orchids are starting to bloom,” Loki said. Thor groaned. “It’s one party,” Loki chided 
him. 


“Tt’s a day of standing in the greenhouse and drinking tea and talking,” Thor answered. “I much 
prefer it when her parties are out in the actual gardens.” 


“She’s very proud of them this year.” 


Loki was just a few inches away from Tony’s foot. The urge for contact distracted him from the 
brother’s talk about the gardens. He wanted to set his foot against Loki’s hip. What would Loki 
do? 


Tony couldn’t resist. He nudged his foot as gently as he could towards Loki, resting the side of it 
against Loki’s hip. 


Loki’s gaze snapped down towards Tony’s foot, then away again like he hadn’t noticed at all. He 
was arguing with Thor about some dinner, his voice quiet but pointed and biting. 


Loki seemed more tense towards Thor than Thor did towards him. Tony wished he knew what had 
happened between them. What had happened with everything. 


It was only a matter of time, though. 


A contentment crept through Tony as Loki stayed put, that one point of contact sending a mellow 
warmth up through Tony’s body as his head spun from the dose. 


Tony didn’t mean to fall asleep. When he woke up hours later, he was disappointed to find himself 
alone. He wished he knew when the brothers had left. 


He couldn’t fall back asleep. Instead he drew robots and aircraft and schematics until the morning 
staff dropped off his breakfast. 


Stark was sitting at his usual spot on the bed when Loki arrived the next day. He took the dose 
from the tea tray and handed it to Stark, satisfied that the mortal no longer hesitated to accept it. He 
didn’t drink it, though. 


Instead, Stark held the bottle to his chest and gave Loki an apologetic smile. Loki sat down 
expectantly in the bedside chair. “Hey,” he said. “So. I kind of acquired enough social skill 
memory to realize that I dumped a whole lot on you about my fucked up childhood and all. Sorry 


about that. Still trying to get all my wiring right.” 
Loki stared at him for a moment. 
That was the most Stark-like thing he had said since he’d arrived. 


For a moment, Loki thought of the mortal that cracked jokes with him even as he attempted to 
control his mind and take his life. 


It was sobering. 


Loki looked down at his lap and brushed his fingers over some of the silver embroidery on his 
tunic. “I did not mind.” Loki took a slow breath in. “I understand the process.” 


Stark would change soon. 


He’d remember, and then he wouldn’t want to be close to Loki anymore. He wouldn’t light up 
when he entered the room, or act like he’d gotten away with the grandest heist imaginable for 
simply resting his foot against Loki. 


Then Loki would go back to being completely alone. 


“Yeah. Um. So, I—I kind of can’t get it out of my head. And like I said, I’ve acquired some new 
social skill memory, so I can kind of sense that maybe I shouldn’t ask, but it bothers me. I—you’ re 
—*“ Tony sighed. “Loki,” he said, his dark brown eyes young and soulful as his shoulders slouched 
forward, a sorry smile on his lips. “What happened when you lost your memories? And— 
everything?” 


A flurry of different emotions sang through Loki. Rage, frustration, fear, yearning, hope, sadness. 
No one had asked him with such...sincerity before. 


They’d wanted to know about Thanos, of course. 


They’d wanted to know the details of his torture, as if they were sizing up whether or not he had 
the right to be unhappy about it. 


They hadn’t asked in whatever way Stark had that was disarming him now and offering him a 
chance to share something that he’d wanted to be heard. 


Loki swallowed. 
Stark could use it against him later, of course. 
“Loki?” 


Loki’s eyes vanished behind a slow blink. “I intended to fall to my death.” He took a breath in. 
“You'll recall the bridge you arrived here by.” Stark quietly confirmed he did. “T fell there, 
knowing that I would never be wanted here.” 


Loki licked his lips. “I did not expect to survive my fall. Instead of being scattered across the 
realms, I arrived whole to—Thanos. Ebony Maw. The Other. Torturers that—delighted in having a 
mage who could heal from most anything.” Loki’s hand trembled and he hid it by his side, near the 
nightstand. “I bargained with them for a way out. It took months, but eventually they agreed I 
would be more useful in their plans than whatever else they were planning for me.” 


No one would ever understand the skill it had taken to achieve that. 


“T promised to lead their army and rule Midgard. They needed generals to rule the lands they 
conquered as they wished. Even Thanos cannot be everywhere at once.” 


He didn’t want to look to see Stark’s reaction. 


“T didn’t want them to have the satisfaction of winning, and I didn’t want to go back to being their 
—amusement.” 


Loki hid his hands beneath an illusion. They were trembling too much to hide any other way. 


“They were able to enter my mind. Often I could only remember what they wanted me to 
remember. I was never alone and safe with my thoughts.” 


Loki blinked, taking a slow breath in. He didn’t want to cry before Stark. He hid the prickle of heat 
he felt in his cheeks and the sting at his eye beneath another illusion, projecting calm composure. 


He wanted someone to hear the story as he told it, all the way through, without rushing to speak 
over him or interject with unnecessary questions. 


“At the end of it, [ had hoped to stay in Midgard’s custody and find a way to escape and disappear 
through the realms. I’d also hoped to be brought back to Asgard. I—wasn’t entirely sure where I 
would end up, simply that it was better than being their captive.” 


A tremor shook up Loki’s arm. “In the end, I suppose here is better. Thanos will find me when he 
wants to, and no realm is safe from him. Asgard is as safe as I can hope to be.” 


Stark shifted in the bed. When the silence continued, he spoke. “If Thanos weren’t a threat, would 
you still stay here?” 


“No.” Loki’s answer came so quickly that he surprised himself. “Though I do like being close to 
my family, I—do not think this palace is what’s right for me.” It was so easy to speak to Stark, 
even though Loki knew he shouldn’t tell him everything. This was edited enough, and it was still 
too much. “I didn’t always recognize that, but I do now.” 


“What was it like when you came back here?” 
Loki hesitated. 
It was too much to tell Stark, and yet he had no one to talk to about it. 


“At first, they meant to hold me accountable for crimes of waging war against another realm. I was 
able to convince Thor of the damage to my mind, but he was disbelieving in the beginning. It took 
many months for the healers and them to fully see me, to take my case and understand. I suppose 
they were not accustomed to treating torture of the mind.” 


Bitterness swept through him. No one had listened. They’d been determined to see it their way. “T 
had to be clever enough to find my way out of Thanos’ grasp, and that same skill is what causes 
others to distrust me.” Loki leaned back, the tremors winding down. “They call me the god of lies. 
When you remember how we met, you won’t believe me. You’ll wonder if this conversation was a 
fabrication or the truth, and you’ll never really be sure.” 


“Ts it true?” 


Stark’s steady eyes settled on his. “Yes.” 


“Okay,” Stark answered. “I was tortured too, you know.” 


“T didn’t.” Loki’s heart stilled. Stark tilted the antidote bottle back and forth, the liquid spinning 
inside. “I know something important happened afterwards, but I’m not sure what.” He blinked. “I 
remember being drowned. And I remember pretending to do what they wanted but not wanting to 
give them the satisfaction of winning. Even if I died for it.” 


Loki stared at Stark, seen in a way that he couldn’t begin to describe. 


Stark nodded at him slightly, pulling the stopper of the bottle. He paused before swigging it down, 
coughing before reaching to gulp down cold tea. 


Stark wiped his face. “I’m surprised you took that dose, remembering what you have,” Loki 
remarked. He was impressed by the man’s courage. 


“There are some things I want to remember,” Stark answered pragmatically. 
He settled down against the pillows, staring up at Loki. “I like that you stay.” 


Loki couldn’t admit how much he liked hearing that. “You didn’t wish to be alone,” Loki said, 
summoning his book. 


“Story of my life,” Stark joked. 


As he closed his eyes, Loki stared at him. It was too late to take back what he’d shared. It was too 
late to pretend he didn’t notice how much he already cared about these visits. 


Loki tried to concentrate on the text in front of him. 


Tony woke early the next morning, his attention falling on Loki’s chair as it always did. 


Tony gasped as the memory came flooding back, a hand squeezing his throat as his legs kicked 
helplessly against the air. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
Loki matched Thor’s hurried pace towards Stark’s room, trying to conceal his alarm. He hadn’t 
expected for Thor to be worried. 


Loki had already called for Eir. He could barely allow himself the thought that perhaps this was 
his doing. He’d been especially careful with the antidote, but he could make mistakes as well as 
anyone. 


Stark was tucked beneath the covers when they entered the room. The usual energetic curiosity 
about him was entirely gone. 


All of the light in Stark had dimmed into something melancholic. 


Stark’s dark brown eyes set on Loki as he stood at the side of the bed. “You’re not feeling well?” 
Loki asked, knowing the answer. Stark looked away. 


“Yeah. I just don’t feel good today. I’m fine. I just want to sleep.” 


Loki didn’t believe him for a moment. He reached for Stark’s forehead to check his mind. Arms 
flew up defensively. Stark gasped in a breath. “I just—I don’t want to be touched. Sorry.” 


Loki set his arms at his sides. “Of course,” he said, glancing towards Thor. His brother was 
frowning, his attention set on Stark. 


“Can I sleep? I just need to sleep.” Stark pulled the covers up higher over him, looking at the 
ceiling. 


Stark must have remembered something uncomfortable. 


He didn’t seem angry or upset at Loki in particular, so Loki felt that something else had unsteadied 
him. 


That wasn’t so unusual when regaining memories. Sometimes the painful memories came before 
the ones that eased the pain with understanding or acceptance. 


“Ts there anything we can do for you?” Loki asked. 


“No. You’ve been great. I really just want to sleep,” Stark said, rolling onto his side away from 
them. “I didn’t mean to freak you out. I’m fine.” 


“T still believe you should be examined,” Thor said. Loki was glad Thor was on his side. 


With perfect timing, Eir entered the room. Stark’s gaze settled on her, but he didn’t move from 
beneath the covers. He did nothing but nod as she explained how she would be checking his 
health. 


She used the same scanner as before, Thor and Loki standing behind her with crossed arms and 
weary expressions. Then she asked Stark a series of questions and performed another scan before 
taking a step back from the bed. 


“Your recovery progress is as I’d expect,” she said. “I think in another week, give or take, your 
treatment will be complete. I believe what you would benefit from more than anything is some 
enrichment. You could walk outside and take in new scenery.” 


“T can show you through the gardens,” Loki offered. 


Stark’s response was immediate. “I need to stay here.” He turned his head away from them, facing 
the far wall. “Just let me rest.” 


Eir studied him for a moment before turning to Thor and Loki. 


She didn’t seem alarmed, which was a small comfort to Loki. “Should we skip his dose for today?” 
He asked her. 


She shook her head. “This is close enough to when you give him his regular dose, correct?” He 
nodded. “I would prefer if you gave it to him now so that I can monitor his reaction.” 


Loki conjured the tea tray and dose in a heartbeat. He extended the antidote towards Stark as he 
went to set the tea tray down on the nightstand. Stark was flinching. “Set it there,” Stark mumbled, 
looking at the tray. 


As soon as Loki set it down, Stark sat up. He took the dose and gulped it down, chased by the tea 
as quickly as possible without choking, obviously wanting to get it over with. Eir sat down in the 
chair Loki usually occupied. 


“T’ll stay for twenty minutes to monitor,” she said. “You may leave if you wish.” 
Stark’s eyes darted towards them and away again. 


Loki wanted to stay. He wanted to know what was going on, but in the same breath, he knew that 
was asking too much. 


Thor nodded slightly in approval as Loki turned towards him. They didn’t speak until they’d 
reached the hall. “I have heard speak that Stark is prone to night terrors,” Thor said. 


“He was wide awake,” Loki answered. 

“He has a restless mind,” Thor said. 

Loki crossed his arms and held them tighter to his chest. “He’s remembering something.” 
“Yes,” Thor agreed. 

Loki turned curiously towards him. “You don’t think he remembers me, do you?” 


Thor shook his head. “He was agitated when I arrived at his rooms. He was pacing the floor. Then 
he claimed to feel unwell and wouldn’t make eye contact with me as he got in bed. I do not know 
what has caused his distress today, but I do not think it was you.” 


It relieved Loki to hear that. He set his hands together, squeezing one. He wasn’t ready for Stark to 
remember him. Loki ran the nail of one thumb against the other to feel the pressure of it. “What is 
he like, back on Midgard?” 


“Well,” Thor said. “He has a phrase he likes to say about himself. That he is a genius, billionaire, 
playboy, philanthropist. I do not think there are any on his realm that do not recognize him.” 


“But his personality—* Loki didn’t want to ask questions that seemed too personal. “—Is it 
returning to how it was before? Do you think the antidote is working as it should?” 


“T am certain that it is working as it should,” Thor said, giving Loki a look like he should know 
better than to question that. He set a hand on his hip where he usually had a sword. “Perhaps he’ Il 
be doing better tomorrow after his dose today.” 


Loki wanted to know what Stark was like in his day to day life. Who he’d return to being. 


If he kept asking, though, Thor would tease him and it was bad enough that he already seemed to 
sense that Loki didn’t loathe the visits, despite how much he had protested at first. 


“T’m sure Eir will sort it out,” Loki said. “I would hate to have Midgard resent us for whatever 
illness has befallen Stark so shortly after Amora caused them grief.” 


“She is to be sentenced for attacking Midgard today,” Thor said. “I imagine she’ll be in the 
dungeons for quite some time.” 


“How tragic,” Loki drawled. 
Thor chuckled. “I just hope one of our citizens doesn’t select their realm again.” 
“T can’t imagine why she did,” Loki said. 


“Tt has a—charm,” Thor said, getting a distant, dreamy look in his eyes that could only mean he 
was thinking of the mortal woman he’d met there. Bitterness and hurt sunk through Loki as he 
remembered Thor’s banishment. 


“Well,” he said. “If I do not have to look after Stark’s dose tonight, I will very much enjoy having 
my time back. I am going to go read.” He barely waited for Thor to nod before he vanished off to 
his rooms. 


Thor sighed at the spot where his brother had been standing in. 


Loki nudged the teacup to the side of the tray to make room for a small plate of ginger biscuits 
iced with geometric patterns of birds. Instead of being annoyed by his request for them, the chef 
had seemed thrilled that he was requesting anything at all. 


Loki had always been fond of them. They helped the stomach and were beautiful to the eye. 
Loki sighed as he nudged Stark’s door open with his shoulder. 


The bed was made for once, and Stark was perched near the headboard, hunched over a book. He 
watched Loki enter the room. It was nice to feel his full attention again. Maybe he was doing 
better. 


Loki set the tray down, leaving the dose on it. “I brought you something to eat. They’ Il soothe your 
stomach. It may help make the dose more palatable.” 


Stark was quiet fora moment. When he finally looked back up at Loki his eyes were softer, more 
familiar than yesterday. 


“What’s going to happen when I recover all of my memories?” 


Loki set his hands on a wing of the arm chair, his body largely shielded by the chair. “You will be 
returned to Midgard,” Loki said. He forced a polite smile. “I’m sure your friends are missing you.” 


“What will you do?” 
Loki blinked. “What will I do when?” 
Stark shrugged. “When I’m gone. What do you do here?” 


“IT keep myself occupied,” Loki said, defensive at feeling judged. “I am expected to be at palace 
functions as Asgard’s second prince.” 


Stark ran his hands through his hair. He was stalling, Loki realized. “Stark,” Loki said. He took a 
breath, not wanting to sound annoyed. “You do not have to tell me what you remembered 
yesterday, but having been through this process, I hope that you will allow me to advise that you 
may have memories that follow that help you to accept, or at least understand, whatever it was that 
happened. It only feels so—fresh—now.” 


Stark scratched at his beard, which was missing its characteristic precise lines. “If you uh, are still 
up for it, ’d actually like to walk in the gardens today. Enrichment, and all that,” Stark said, 
gesturing with his hand. 


Loki frowned at the tea. It would be cold when they returned, but he supposed he could spell that 
away. “It is humid today.” 


“Tl be alright,” Stark promised. “Unless you’re busy. Which is okay. If you are.” 

Loki stared at him. Stark’s nervous energy and pensive looks concerned him. “Very well.” 

Stark got off the bed and Loki started for the door, not looking back to see if Stark would follow. 
They were quiet through the halls. 


When Loki walked them outside, a warm breeze blew past them. Stark let out a deep breath. “This 
is incredible,” he said, looking out over the heavily curated field of flowers and trees, several paths 
winding through them. The air was heavy with the sweet scents of the blooms. 


“There are many who tend to this garden, but it is my mother’s vision,” Loki said quietly. He 
started to lead them towards one of his favorite fountains. “There are over five thousand species 
here.” 


“That’s incredible.” 
Loki gave him a genuine smile. “We are fond of it.” 


“T didn’t realize how cooped up I felt until I came out here,” Stark admitted. “It’s nice.” He 
stretched his arms a bit. “I can’t imagine growing up here. What was it like?” 


“T only spent time in the gardens when I was practicing magic with Mother. I was not allowed in 
here unsupervised as a child. I think Mother feared that Thor and I would trample her flowers 
playing games here.” Loki smiled slightly. “By the time I was an adolescent, I could come here to 
read without raising any eyebrows.” 


“Must’ve been crazy to have a full palace to run around as children.” 


“That was not allowed,” Loki said. “We were meant to be respectable children. Thor found it more 


challenging than I did, but—*“ Loki wanted to say that no one corrected Thor as quickly as they did 
him, but he didn’t want to complain to Stark. “—children naturally want to play, I suppose.” 


“My old man wasn’t a fan of the whole let kids be kids thing either,” Stark said. 

Loki was glad he understood. 

“T imagine life is easier if you do not spend all of it in the public eye,” Loki said. 

Stark nodded. “I wish I knew what that was like. I’ve been in the public’s eye my whole life too.” 
“They’re not very forgiving,” Loki uttered. 

Stark glanced at him. He gave Loki a heavy smile. “No. They’ re not.” 


Loki had been dying to know more about Stark’s life. This seemed like the perfect chance to 
naturally ask. “What is life like, back on your realm?” 


“Well,” Stark said. “From what I can remember, it’s busy. I run a company, and it’s busy. Lonely. I 
kind of have the whole crazy inventor with his head stuck up his ass thing down pretty well.” 


“Do you like inventing?” 


“Oh, yeah. It’s the best part of my job. If I could just make things and not have to deal with the 
press or the red tape, if I could just make things to better the world and just do the fun stuff, that’d 
be better. But I guess most jobs are like that.” 


They’d reached the fountain. Stark followed Loki’s example and sat down on the edge of it. Stark 
dipped his hand in, watching the way the water flowed around it. “I wasn’t always a great guy, you 
know. I did a lot of self medicating. Sometimes it worked. Sometimes it didn’t. I could play the 
part like no one’s business, though. But I let things go and let other people do things when I—I 
should’ ve taken the reigns.” Stark waved his hand back and forth in the water. “I hope I’ve figured 
it out already when I get all of my memory back.” 


Loki dared to touch the cool water. He’d never allowed himself that indulgence before, never 
wanting to mar the perfect garden. It was so harmless, though. “I understand well playing a part 
that doesn’t suit you.” 


Stark skimmed his hand along the top of the water. “Yeah, well, people like to tell you who you 
are. Or at least that’s been my experience.” 


“They do,” Loki agreed. 


Stark set his hand on the fountain’s ledge and looked up at the fish sculpture at the top of the large 
fountain’s tiers, spraying a spout of water from its mouth. “So. What role do they expect you to 
play here?” 


Loki stared down at his reflection. 


He’d let his hair grow longer. His mother didn’t especially care for it, but he hadn’t wanted to be 
touched. He hadn’t wanted to be bothered with it. 


He wore the most leisurely prince attire that he could get away with. He loathed wearing his old 
armors to ceremonial events. Instead of endowing him with a sense of protection as they once had, 
they reminded him of the Other’s words, of flashes of violence and fear and blood along the 


leather. He could never tell if it was his or someone else’s. 


Loki licked his lips. “Once I was meant to be Thor’s advisor. Now I suppose I am still.” He hated 
thinking about this. He didn’t want the responsibility of controlling Thor’s impulsivity. He’d 
loathed the expectation that he was to be the one reasoning through everything, never an equal, but 
an all-knowing figure working in the shadows. “Asgard is a culture of warriors. Honor and 
worthiness are very important.” 


He bit back on saying he had neither. 


Loki reached to brush his hair back behind his ear, the cool water from his fingers dripping down 
his neck unexpectedly. “I am not answering the question you asked,” he said, trying to correct 
himself. He’d gotten too lost in his thoughts. 


That happened sometimes. 
Since everything. 


“Here, I—* He hurried to organize his thoughts. “I am known for my pranks. My magic. That 
becomes lies and mischief, and people assume the worst. Sometimes they’ re right.” 


“Pranks, huh?” 


“Turning Thor’s hair blue for a day when he blabbed things I told him in confidence to his friends 
so that naturally the entire court knew about it by morning, things such as that.” 


He was surprised to see Stark smiling. “I would’ ve paid to see that.” 
“It was well deserved,” Loki answered. 


“T’m sure it was.” Stark seemed like he really meant it, too. “I’ve been watching more Tales of 
Skornheim. It’s always on. I figure it’s kind of exaggerated, but I can kind of understand how being 
a watrior here is important.” 


“We train to fight from the time we learn to speak,” Loki said. He cautiously glanced over at Stark. 
The mortal had returned to running his hand through the fountain. “You appear to be no stranger to 
combat either.” 


“My dad ran a weapons manufacturing business,” Stark answered. “I can’t tell you how young I 
was when I learned how to fire off a gun, but I probably didn’t know algebra yet. Bombs, guns, 
tanks, it was all normal around my house. Shop talk. When you grow up like that, you’re distanced 
from the reality of what it is in ways you don’t even realize.” Stark ran his hand through one of the 
fountain’s waterfalls. “I had to learn self-defense too. Being wealthy and famous puts a target on 
your back.” 


Loki somberly nodded, looking back out over the sunny garden. 
“Tm not a soldier, though,” Stark said. 
Loki dipped his hand back into the cool water. 


He heard Stark take a breath in and looked back when Stark didn’t speak. The mortal was staring 
at him. “You want to walk back?” He offered. “I know I have to keep the timing on my doses 
close.” 


Loki nodded, getting up and brushing himself off. After they’d walked in silence for a few feet 
Stark said, “Tell me about the plants here?” 


So Loki told him about the different species and their properties, even detouring to show him one 
of the plants that was used in his antidote. He told Stark the history of the gardens all the way back 
to his rooms. He was surprised when Stark asked questions and seemed genuinely interested. 


Loki sat in his chair when Stark sat on the bed and took his dose. He offered to warm the tea when 
Stark went to reach for it, which resulted in a series of complicated and amazed questions about 
magic before Stark was leaning back against the headboard. He plucked one of the ginger biscuits 
off the tray and studied it for a moment before taking a bite. 


“These are amazing.” 
“T like them too,” Loki said, a large tome in his lap already, his attention on the page. 


The sheets rustled as Stark settled to lay down. Loki was a couple pages along when he heard, 
“Loki?” 


“Yes?” He asked, glancing up. 
Stark was watching him from his pillow. 
“Why are you helping me?” 


Loki looked away, holding onto the book a little tighter. “I suppose I owe you a debt,” he 
reluctantly said. 


“For what happened in the battle we were in?” 
Loki stiffly nodded. “And the damage to your realm.” 
“You were under someone else’s influence, though.” 


Loki swallowed. “They were still my actions,” he said quietly. “I was still conscious. I still— 
remember them.” Or at least, he thought he did. Many of his memories were tattered. “Mostly,” he 
corrected himself, fearing that he’d committed some crime against Stark and forgotten. 


“Not totally your fault though,” Stark said. 


Loki stared down at the page, unsure of what to say to that. Asgard didn’t wholly agree with that 
sentiment. He was extremely lucky not to be in the dungeons now. When he finally dared to look 
up, he found that Stark was still watching him, with a far kinder gaze than Loki had expected to 
see. After a moment Stark said, “I’m going to sleep. You don’t have to stay there if you have 
somewhere to be.” 


Loki nodded. He didn’t go anywhere, though. He read until he was confident that Stark hadn’t had 
a reaction to the antidote, though he didn’t seem to be sleeping deeply. It wasn’t that Loki thought 
Stark would have a reaction. It was more to reassure himself. 


Or maybe it was because he could sense the time with Stark was drawing to a close, and he wanted 
any time they had left. 


Loki was right about later memories helping to make earlier memories make sense, but not in the 


way that he expected. 


Tony could make sense of the memory of falling out of his penthouse window after Loki threw 
him through them. But not because of the memories of Loki’s capture that had followed the next 
day. 


It was his new memories on Asgard. 
Loki wasn’t the same person that Tony had met. 


It was hard to reconcile that the Loki that was quick to assume rejection and hide in his books, who 
obviously bore the scars of a torture that Tony didn’t like to think about, and even revealed 
glimpses of what Tony assumed was a ton of self-loathing, was the same Loki. 


The Loki in his memory was now obviously in distress, manically panicked and desperate beneath 
the bravado. It was so easy to realize now that he knew this polite, thoughtful, rather lonely Loki. 


It ached to see the difference so vividly. 


Tony looked out over Asgard’s skyline from his room, amazed at how quickly he’d been able to 
accept the different version of Loki. 


Loki hadn’t been himself. Tony understood that. 
And he liked Loki. 


He really, truly liked him, and he still sensed that he could trust him. Tony didn’t know why. Tony 
set a hand against his neck. 


It had been hard to remember that. It had been traumatizing. His windows weren’t that fragile. 
They were bulletproof. To this day he didn’t understand how the impact alone didn’t kill him. He 
supposed that it was magic, somehow. 


He could ask, but he hadn’t worked up the courage yet. 
He didn’t want to burst the bubble that they were in. Not until he had to. 


Loki trusted him like this. He was more open than Tony thought he would be otherwise, and he 
was enjoying getting to know this Loki. 


This Loki understood some things that hit a little too close to home for Tony. He didn’t shy away 
from the things that it hurt Tony to talk about with others. 


Tony really liked him, and he didn’t want things to change. 


With that in mind, Tony waited for Loki’s visit, staring out over Asgard’s skyline. 


Loki sat down in his chair after setting the tea tray on the nightstand. Tony noticed he’d brought 
the ginger biscuits again. Loki’s eyes were a little brighter than usual. 


Tony couldn’t tell if it was excitement or urgency in them. 


“How have you fared today?” Loki asked. 


Tony shrugged. “A little bored, but other than that, I’ve been fine.” 


“T have nothing planned tomorrow afternoon if you wish for some company to spare you from your 
boredom. Perhaps we could go for a ride on horseback?” Loki held perfectly still as he spoke. He 
made it look so casual, but Tony suspected it was anything but. 


“T don’t really know how to ride horses,” Tony admitted. 
“ll teach you,” Loki said. “It’s the best way to see the surrounding forests.” 
“Okay,” Tony said. “That’d be awesome.” 


Loki was about to say something else when the door came open. Thor waved at them. “I wanted to 
check in on how you were faring. I apologize that I couldn’t come yesterday.” 


“Don’t worry about it, Point Break.” 


Thor paused, giving Tony an odd look for a split second, then looked at his brother. Loki was 
frowning at him. “Did you bring the list like Mother asked you?” 


Annoyed, Thor stuck his hands in his pockets. “I will bring it this evening to dinner.” Loki started 
to sigh. “What will you do with it now? It can wait until the evening.” 


“T was going to sort through it while Tony’s dose was taking effect.” 


Tony tuned them out as they started to bicker about some list for some event Tony wasn’t going to. 
He took the antidote, washing it down with tea, then entertained himself by eating cookies as Thor 
and Loki argued about who was supposed to be helping with some court function. 


A while after Stark had fallen asleep, Thor’s attention turned back onto him. “He hasn’t called me 
by a nickname the entire time we’ve been here.” Loki glanced over at the bed. “He’s recovering.” 


“T should hope so,” Loki answered. 
Thor sighed. “Loki,” he complained. “You know what I mean.” 


Loki bit his lip. He didn’t want to admit that he knew what Thor was saying. That it meant that 
Thor’s worried little look over at him was because he understood that Stark was recovering, and 
that Loki had grown attached to him. “He’s going to recover,” Loki said, feeling hollow. “That is 
how it was always meant to be.” 


Thor stared at Stark a moment longer. “I'll see you at dinner?” 


“T will be there.” 


The horses were saddled and ready when they arrived at the stables. There was a tall, sleek brown 
horse with a star on its forehead, and a smaller pony with a dappled grey coat. “This is Storm 
Bringer,” Loki said, leading Tony to the pony. 


“Why’s it got to have a name like that?” Tony complained. Maybe Loki was giving him the horse 
that had the personality of a poorly adjusted chihuahua. “And why a pony?” 


“Tt’s a bit of a misnomer,” Loki said, petting the horse’s cheek. “And Storm Bringer is the most 
docile in the entire stable. Most of these horses are trained for war. Many of them are quite 
headstrong.” 


Tony glared at Loki’s horse. “What’s your’s name?” 
“Peony.” 
“Peony?!” Tony scoffed. “That sounds way nicer.” 


“She bites,” Loki supplied helpfully. Tony immediately stopped his protesting. “I'll help you get 


up.” 

Tony clumsily got into the saddle, but Loki’s laughter as he helped him warmed Tony. He found 
himself smiling about it as he grasped onto the reigns, trying to balance himself. Loki redirected 
Tony to point his heels down in the stirrups. 


Tony held his breath when he saw Loki mount his horse with a gracefulness that made him look 
especially stunning in the afternoon sun. It didn’t help that Loki was wearing a casual leather 
ensemble, and it was a fitter cut than he usually wore. 


“Storm Bringer will follow after Peony on her own. You won’t have to tell her where to go,” Loki 
said. 


“That’s good.” Tony hesitantly patted her mane. Loki’s horse started for the forest, and as Loki had 
said, Tony’s was happy to follow. Once they reached the trees, Loki’s horse started to huff. 
“Why’s she doing that?” Tony asked, alarmed at the thought that she might sense something in the 
forest. 


“She’s annoyed that I’m not letting her gallop,” Loki said. “We usually chase through these 
woods.” 


“Ts she your horse?” Tony asked. 


Loki nodded his head. “One of a few. She’s the one I take most often on hunts, and she seems to 
like the forest the most.” 


A warm breeze blew through the trees. They stretched up like redwoods above them, most of the 
trunks thick and ancient. “You said most of the horses are for war. You all have amazing 
technology. Why don’t you use drones, or something similar instead?” 


“Tradition, I suppose.” Loki pursed his lips. “And they are more reliable on other realms, where 
technology may not always function as expected.” 


Tony realized that while he was curious, he really didn’t want to be talking about war. Not for his 
sake, and not for Loki’s either. “How old is this forest?” 


“Older than me,” Loki said. He navigated them around a fallen log, and this time Tony realized 
Peony was annoyed because she’d wanted to jump over it. “There is at least one here that is twenty 
thousand years old.” 


“We’ve got one on Earth that’s at least five thousand,” Tony said. “It’s crazy to think of living that 
long.” 


Tony heard Loki’s shaky breath. “What?” 


“That is about the lifespan of an Asgardian.” 
“Oh.” 


Tony couldn’t really wrap his head around it. He was afraid to ask his next question. “How old are 
you?” 


“A thousand and five.” 

It was mind-blowing. 

There wasn’t another way to say it. 

Was it ok to be crushing on someone 950 years plus older than him? 


“How did we get on this topic?” Tony said suddenly, laughing awkwardly. “Man. Okay. Hey, uh, 
thanks for sparing me from the boredom of sitting around all afternoon. It’s really nice out here.” 


Loki was quiet for a few moments before answering. “It is nice to get outside of the palace.” 
“Tt is!” Tony smiled at Loki’s back. “So is there a place in the woods you usually like to go to?” 
“Oh, yes.” 


Tony’s spine tingled. He hadn’t been prepared for the pleasure in Loki’s voice. Even though he 
knew it wasn’t directed at him, it was still a thrill. “Is that where we’re going?” 


“Yes,” Loki said. He let out a soft laugh. “Peony knows where we are going and is growing 
impatient.” 


“She’s a bossy horse.” 
“She’s a smart horse,” Loki corrected him. 
Tony rolled his eyes, glad that Loki wasn’t watching him. 


If Tony had been riding alone, he would’ ve been lost in seconds. The trees all looked the same to 
him, but Peony and Loki both seemed to know exactly where they were going. They navigated 
around massive trees, some with vines growing through them. In a few places they hopped over 
shallow streams. Tony held onto Storm Bringer for dear life, and though Tony could see the 
laughter in Loki’s eyes at that, he politely said nothing. Tony was grateful for that. 


Eventually they came to a small clearing. Tony admired the flowers that dotted the shallow grass 
for a few seconds before he spotted the tree house. 


It was nestled up in a tree at the edge of the clearing, a banner hanging from it and flapping in the 
wind. “Does somebody live there?” 


Loki dismounted. A moment later a fence appeared around the clearing, and Peony was shaking 
her tail as Loki vanished the bridle and saddle away. Peony trotted happily away into the clearing. 


Tony’s legs were stiff as he got down. Storm Bringer didn’t seem to like having her bridle and 
saddle magicked away. She took off towards Peony, and Loki laughed. “This way,” he said. 


Tony found himself holding his breath again as he watched Loki easily scale the ladder. 


It was harder for him, especially since he hadn’t been getting much exercise. Loki was crouched at 
the top, waiting. As soon as Tony made it in, Loki stood. The tree house was the size of a small 
bedroom. There were multiple windows and a gap in the top of the roof that a small telescope was 
pointed at. None of it had glass. The walls were lined with messy bookshelves and baubles. An old 
rug laid in the middle of the floor. 


“How do you keep the rain and bugs out?” Tony asked, impressed by how clean the room was 
despite being in the middle of a living tree. 


“The same way I keep others from finding this place,” Loki said. “It’s warded off with magic.” 
Loki sat down at an old, chipped table. Tony took the only other seat across from him. 


There were abandoned pieces of paper and several pens on the table. The smell of freshly baked 
bread drifted towards Tony and he looked up to see Loki unpacking a small basket. 


“That’s the coolest thing, you know,” Tony said as Loki set a glass bottle filled with water in front 
of him. “Being able to keep things tucked away in pocket conventions.” 


“It is convenient,” Loki agreed. 


He’d brought sandwiches and the Asgardian equivalent of chips. Tony happily took a huge bite out 
of his. “How’d you make this place?” 


“Thor and I made it when we children. We used to hide out here when we wanted to go off on our 
own adventures.” Loki picked at one of the chips. “He lost interest in it as we grew older. I doubt 
he has been here since we were children, but I liked coming here for the quiet in my adolescence.” 


“Tt is a really nice hideaway,” Tony said. 
Loki nodded, biting off the corner of his sandwich. 


“My workshop has always been my kind of hideaway,” Tony said. “I mean, I have work that I have 
to get done there, but I can always have Jarvis lock people out and most people don’t want to go 
down into it anyway.” 


“Jarvis?” 
“He’s my AI. I built him from code. He’s not a real person, but he might as well be.” 
Loki took a sip from his glass. “That is hard to imagine.” 


“Eh, it’d make total sense in person. I'll show you sometime.” Loki slowly bit from his sandwich, 
staring uncomfortably at the table. “You'd like my workshop too. I just finished remodeling the 
one in my tower. It’s full of technology and my suits and pretty much everything I’m working on. 
Maybe you could teach me magic sometime?” 


Loki’s eyebrows flinched. “I am not sure if Midgardians can perform magic.” 
“Give me a spell.” 

Loki smirked, glancing away. “Magic doesn’t work like that.” 

“Then how does it work?” 


“Years of training to understand the mind, years of learning systems of magic and how they work, 
then decades of practice.” Loki picked up his glass. A bead of condensation rolled down the side. 


“Perhaps Midgardians do possess magic but don’t live long enough to be able to harness it.” 


“Yeah, but in Harry Potter the kid magics away the glass on the snake cage and he doesn’t even 
have a wand or know he’s a wizard.” 


“Ts that a story?” 


“Yes,” Tony said. “It’s some books and movies, and you’re going to have to watch one or read the 
other because ninety percent of my magic related jokes are going to allude to it.” 


Loki seemed to be considering that, but not with the amusement that Tony expected. “So there are 
people on your realm that can perform magic?” 


“No,” Tony said. “Well, there are stage magicians, but none of that is real magic. It’s slight of 
hand, things like that.” 


Loki nodded. Tony was starving. He was almost done with his sandwich and had demolished half 
of his chips already. 


“T am curious about your technology. From what I can remember of it, it was complex.” 


“Oh, it’s very complex,” Tony said, smiling with a gloat. “Also, don’t tell Thor, but I have every 
intention of stealing that tablet thing and trying to reverse engineer it when I go home.” 


Loki frowned a little at the mention of going home, but then he was all smirk. “I have no intention 
of sharing your secret.” 


“Good.” 
Tony started polishing off his chips. Loki pushed his towards Tony. “You can have mine.” 
“You sure you don’t want them? They’re really good. You’ ve only had a couple.” 


“Tm fine. ’ ve had them before.” One of the horse whinnied outside. Loki’s eyes flicked towards 
the window before he took another bite from his sandwich. 


Tony wasn’t prepared for the wave of contentment that washed over him in that quiet moment. 


He knew now that he had people that loved him back home. Presumably, he didn’t lose all of them 
in his remaining memories to be recovered. But he remembered enough now that he knew a course 
of loneliness had intertwined with his path his whole life, and this time spent with Loki was 
soothing it in a way he’d never had. 


He assumed Loki’s experience was similar, though he didn’t have the heart to ask. 
“Do you want to play that fence game when we’re done?” Tony asked. 


Loki subtly brushed a crumb from his cheek. “We could,” he said. “Though I have other games 
here too that we can play if you’d like.” 


“Sweet,” Tony said. 


It wasn’t long before they were standing in front of a shelf of games, and Loki was explaining them 
so that Tony could pick the one he’d like. He ended up going with a board game that reminded him 
of Candy Land. 


They laughed and had a great time. Loki caught Tony cheating in one round, and Tony couldn’t 
figure out how he’d worked it out. He loved how delighted Loki was to gloat about it, though. 
They played several of the games, until the sky started to turn a rosy hue. 


Loki noticed first, frowning towards the window. “We’ll need to go back before it gets dark. It’s 
nearly time for your dose.” 


“T don’t want to go back,” Tony said. 


Loki gave the window a sad smile. “Neither do I, but these woods are not entirely charitable at 
night. I don’t think Storm Bringer would be able to outrun a Bilgesnipe with you on her back, do 
you?” The teasing humor in his voice made Tony feel a little better. 


“Good point.” 


They were quieter on the ride back, though Loki burst into laughter when Tony freaked out over 
catching some insect in his mouth as the rode. Tony stuck his tongue out in retaliation. 


When they got back to the room, Tony paused when Loki conjured the tea tray. “I smell like a 
horse, and that stuff knocks me out. I want to shower before I fall asleep. It'll just take me a 
moment.” 


“Very well,” Loki said, making himself at home in his chair. 


Tony bathed himself quickly, then pulled on one of the soft t-shirts Thor had brought him from 
home and a loose pair of sweatpants. His hair was soaking wet, but he didn’t really care. 


As he walked into the room, Loki glanced up from his book. It was entirely satisfying to see Loki’s 
gaze linger on his chest and the way the t-shirt clung to him, then meander downwards before 
suddenly snapping self-consciously to his book. 


It was reassuring that Loki found him attractive. 


It also hurt, because Tony didn’t think that Loki would be the same once he remembered 
everything. 


As Tony sat down on the bed, he realized he may have been the only person in Loki’s life who, for 
a moment, didn’t know about his failed invasion attempt. It seemed to be a relief for Loki, and 
Tony didn’t want to take that away from him. 


“T didn’t get any biscuits today,” Loki said. “I can send for something else, if you would like?” 


Tony shook his head. He picked the vial up off the tray. “I had a really good time today.” He 
smiled at Loki. “Thank you.” 


“Of course.” 
Tony downed the dose and settled himself in the covers. 
Loki’s attention was back on his book, a little too intently for Tony’s taste. 


There was a sudden heaviness, as if they could both sense the time like this was ending, and there 
was nothing that could be done about it. 


When Stark fell asleep, Loki stood, setting his book down behind him and holding his breath. 


Stark was remembering things, like his workshop and projects. Any day now he would remember 
Loki. He would remember the murder attempt, and then the Stark that Loki knew would be gone 
forever. 


Loki’s hand trembled as he stood at Stark’s bedside. 
He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. 


He knew what he was going to find. It was obvious, in everything from Stark’s new mannerisms to 
the things he spoke about. 


Loki set his fingertips on Stark’s temples and studied the remains of Amora’s spell. 

It was nothing like it had once been. 

Stark would only need a few days more of treatment before his recovery was complete. 
Loki’s hands fell to his sides, a lump growing in his throat. 

This had probably been the dose that Stark would remember him with. 


Loki quickly blinked away the heat that gathered. This was so foolish and sentimental. He wasn’t 
supposed to have grown attached to Stark. 


It was just that Stark was so unique. He understood Loki and got along with him in a way that Loki 
had never experienced. 


He brushed a hand against his cheek. He was being weak. 


He supposed this was the perfect last memory to leave Stark with. A day well spent, and better 
than Loki could have ever hoped for. 


He doubted he would experience anything quite so contenting for some time. 


Stark blurred in his vision as Loki stared at him, trying to sear into his memory the mortal’s kind 
features, his quick wit and charm. He couldn’t bring himself to say a goodbye. 


He vanished back to his rooms and pulled back the covers, hoping to take refuge in sleep. 


Tony perked up when he heard the door open, only to be disappointed as Eir walked in. “Where is 
Loki?” 


“Prince Loki is unable to attend to you today,” she said, taking a vial from her bag. She handed it to 
Tony. 


“Just set it on the nightstand. I hate having things handed to me.” 


She set it down, then looked to him expectantly. He realized that she expected him to take the 
drink. She hadn’t brought any of the tea that Loki usually did. Tony hesitated for a moment, then 
downed the whole thing. 


She scanned him again, then made a few notes. “Is there anything you need today?” She asked 


him. 

“T’m okay.” 

“T shall leave you to get some rest then.” 

Tony sat up a little straighter in the bed. “Don’t you need to monitor me?” 


“You haven’t had any adverse reactions,” she said. “I’m certain that you will be fine, but if you 
need help, please feel free to call for me.” 


Tony knew that. Loki just stayed because Tony had asked him to. He wasn’t sure why he’d asked. 
“Okay.” 


When she left, Tony went and picked up Loki’s book from his chair. He’d never forgotten it 
before. 


Tony couldn’t read any of the text, but he set it on the nightstand, hoping that he could return it to 
Loki tomorrow. 


Eir came the next day too. “Where’s Prince Loki?” 
“He is unable to attend today.” 
“But what’s he doing?” 


She gave him a look that made him feel chastised, but he didn’t back down. “The princes have 
many obligations here.” 


“Can you tell him to drop by? He forgot his book here.” 
“T can take it back to him.” 
“No, that’s alright,” Tony said as she picked it up. She smiled at him. 


“T don’t mind returning it.” She turned to leave and Tony could barely restrain himself from 
arguing with her over the book, as if holding onto it would make Loki appear. 


Tony wasn’t surprised to see Eir again, and he said nothing as she scanned him. “You’ ve recovered 
quite well,” she said. “You won’t be needing anymore treatments.” 


“Yeah. I remember what Amora was trying to cover up,” Tony said. 
Eir stilled, suddenly much more serious. 


The memory had been so fucking stupid. All of this fuss over something so ridiculous. “I worked 
out that she has a huge crush on Thor and her trip to Earth was to get his attention. She didn’t want 
anyone to know. She wanted them to think she had some grand plan.” Tony had crossed his arms 
and pushed them closer to his chest. “She was furious that I’d embarrassed her.” 


“Ah. I will relay that, if you would like. She has already been sentenced for her crime.” 


Tony didn’t care. 


Loki had been MIA, and now Tony was just upset about it. His sour mood wasn’t Eir’s fault. He 
knew that, but he couldn’t shake himself out of it. “Thanks,” he said. 


She stared at him for a moment, as if maybe she could tell something more was amiss with him. 
She said nothing when she left, and Tony hated that he didn’t have a dose to knock him out and 
stave off the boredom. 


Thor came by a half hour after she’d left. Tony was sketching furiously at the desk, trying to keep 
his mind occupied. “You must be excited to be going home,” Thor said. 


“Is Loki going to be dropping by?” 
Thor’s lips twitched with a small smile. If Tony had blinked, he would’ ve missed it. 
“T do not believe so.” 


Tony stood up. He’d always hated how much taller than him Thor was. It was hard to argue with 
the guy when he had to crane his neck up at him. “He’s avoiding me.” 


Thor’s levity vanished. He set a hand on his hip and stared morosely across the room. “My brother 
is not a danger to you. His crimes on your realm have been accounted—* 


“_[’m not going to bust his chops about that!” Tony hadn’t meant to yell. Thor looked as 
surprised as he felt. Tony took a breath. “Look. I just want to say goodbye.” 


“Why?” 


“Why?” Tony echoed. “Why do I want to say bye to the guy I’ve been hanging out with and who 
helped me recover?” 


Thor looked concerned, and Tony realized it was out of a protectiveness towards Loki. “Tony, I 
can see that you are angry. I understand you may feel angry remembering his role in the Chitauri's 
attack and I am reluctant to send Loki to see you when you are upset. I do not think it is a good 
idea.” 


“That’s not why I’m—" Tony pinched the bridge of his nose. “I’m not mad at Loki, Point Break. I 
just want to talk to him.” 


Thor’s clear blue eyes studied him. 


“Please,” Tony said. “Tell him I’m not going to yell at him. I just want to talk to him before I go. 
He stopped coming by, and if I pissed him off, then he can tell me.” 


Thor seemed to be considering it. 
“T’m not leaving until I get to talk to him,” Tony said. 


Thor sighed. “I can see that.” He turned towards the door. Tony’s heart started to race. Thor paused 
with his hand on the handle, then looked back at Tony. “Do be careful towards him,” he warned. 


“T’m not going to give him a hard time. I promise.” 


Thor nodded. “T’ll see if I can persuade him to come here.” 
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Chapter 4 


Thor entered the room right behind Loki, weary and silent. 


Tony was sitting on the neatly made bed. It was where he was used to being during Loki’s visits, 
and he figured the familiarity of it would set Loki a little more at ease. 


Tony had been hopeful for the split second that he’d seen Loki at the door, but that joy had plunged 
into his stomach when he saw Loki’s face. 


It was a cold, impassive mask that was devoid of the personality that Tony was used to. Loki 
walked stiffly towards the bed, still graceful but lacking the usual ease that Tony enjoyed 
admiring. Loki stopped a few feet away from the chair and the bed, as far as he could be without 
coming across as rude. 


Thor took a step to be directly at his side, his arms awkwardly crossed and his attention subtly 
flitting between Loki and Tony with an anxious air. It was the most bodyguard-like Thor had felt 
like since Tony had arrived on Asgard. 


Tony smiled encouragingly at Loki. Empty green eyes set on him expectantly. 
It hurt. Tony couldn’t pretend that it didn’t. 
Maybe Loki read it on his face because he became even stiffer and more walled off. 


Tony knew he had to say something. His chest ached. “Hey, uh, Point Break, could you give us 
some time to talk one on one? I promise Ill be on my best behavior.” 


“T’m not certain that’s a wise idea,” Thor said, shifting the weight on his feet. Loki softly gestured 
his hand towards Thor. 


“Tt’s fine,” Loki quietly told him. 


Thor stared at Loki for a moment like he was going to argue before suddenly setting a hand on his 
shoulder. “Pll be right outside.” 


Loki watched Thor leave, and Tony couldn’t help but feel that it was because Loki was deliberately 
avoiding looking at him. 


The door clicked shut. 
Loki’s stomach churned as he turned back to Stark. 


He wasn’t sure that he could do this. Certainly, he owed Stark, but he wasn’t sure that he could 
listen to the man demand penance. He looked hurt, and Loki knew it was coming. 


He didn’t want to hear Stark denounce him. 
He didn’t want to feel Stark’s hatred. 


“Hey,” Stark said, voice softer and more cautious than Loki was used to. “I’ve missed you the past 
few days. Did Eir return the book you’d left?” 


Was this how it was going to start? By condemning him for forgetting his book and 
inconveniencing both Stark and Eir? 


“Yes. I apologize for the inconvenience,” Loki said, preferring to say it before he was asked to. 
“No big deal,” Stark said. 

Loki’s head was swimming. 

He wanted Stark to get it over with already. 


“Hey, uh, Loki?” Stark was smiling at him again, but it was pained and tight. There was concern in 
his eyes. 


Was what Stark had to say that bad, that he couldn’t even stomach saying it himself? 
“Will you sit down?” Stark asked, gesturing towards the chair. “Please?” 


Loki lowered himself into the arm chair, finding that the split second his heart leapt at happier 
memories in the chair splintered and stung. 


“Loki, I’m not mad at you.” Loki’s gaze snapped up towards him. 

Stark appeared sincere, worried. 

Thor had said that Stark had said that, but Loki hadn’t really believed him. 
Everyone wanted to give him a piece of their minds after what happened. 

“T’m not,” Stark said, firmer but gentler at the same time. “Are you mad at me?” 


Loki’s brow creased. It was the first crack in the mask since he’d walked into the room. “Why 
would I be mad at you?” He squinted at Stark, as though there was something he couldn’t see. 


“Well,” Stark said, rolling his shoulders a little. “I haven’t seen you for a few days, and now you’re 
acting weird. It kind of feels like you’ ve been avoiding me.” 


Something in Loki snapped. 
He hated being toyed with. 


“Stark, you remember. Surely you know what I’ve done.” Loki drew in a breath. “Don’t play 
dumb. Don’t make this harder. If you wish to let your unhappiness with me be known, then for 
goodness’ sake, make it known, but don’t torture me with it.” 


“T wouldn’t torture you, Loki.” 
Loki felt struck. 
Stark understood that, had been through it too. 


“Loki,” Stark said. When he didn’t speak, Loki reluctantly looked up. Stark had been waiting for 
him. “I know you threw me out a window. I know you invaded Earth. ve known for a little over a 
week now.” 


Loki stared at him, uncomprehending. 


“You—knew?” 


Stark smiled, and it was real this time. “Yeah.” Stark scratched at his beard, which was back to its 
usual refined appearance. “I didn’t want to say anything because I was enjoying getting to know 
you. And I—I’d like to keep getting to know you.” 


Loki’s chest felt like it was going to split open. 
Stark had known. 
Stark had known when they’d ridden through the forest together. 


They’d spent that entire afternoon together, and even now, Loki couldn’t find something amiss 
with it to indicate that Stark had known. 


“When you didn’t feel well,” Loki said slowly. “Was that when you remembered?” 


Stark shuffled on the bed. “To be fair,” he said. “That wasn’t the only unpleasant memory I got 
back on that day.” He set his hand on his knee. “I needed time to process.” Stark’s look turned 
sympathetic. “I understand why that happened a lot better now. You told me. And I—Loki, the 
person I remember from the invasion is not the same person I’ve been getting to know.” 


Stark licked his lips. “And Loki, I mean it. I want to keep seeing you. I like being around you.” 
Loki stared at him. 

“Are you going to say something, or are you trying out your best silent treatment act on me?” 
Loki’s mind was spinning. “That—is not a sentiment I’m used to hearing.” 


“Yeah. I kind of got the impression that that might be the case around here.” He leaned forward, 
trying to get Loki to keep eye contact with him again. “So let me ask you this. Do you want to keep 
seeing me?” 


“Yes.” Loki said it before he could think. 
“And do you like being around me?” 
“Yes.” It was obvious, wasn’t it? 


“Good. We’re on the same page, then.” Stark smiled at him. “And I’ve been thinking about that. A 
lot, actually. I know you don’t really want to hang around here, and to be honest, I think it’d be 
good for you to get a break from it. If Thanos can find you anywhere, why not come to Earth?” 
Loki’s eyes widened. “You can make yourself look like other people, right? So look like someone 
else so you can fly under the radar. I’ve got a huge tower with tons of rooms or a house in Malibu 
with plenty of guest rooms. Come hang out with me. It’ll be my thank you for taking care of me.” 


Loki could hardly process it. 
His heart leapt at the idea, but it seemed to good to be true. 


“You can stay as long as you’d like,” Stark said. “Seriously. Come back with me. Come try some 
New York pizza or lay out by the pool with me. We can get tacos from the food trucks in 
California. We’ll have a great time.” 


Loki brushed a finger over his lip. 


He wanted to say yes. 

Would Asgard even let him go? 

“Loki,” Stark said, quieter again. “Would you like that?” 

“Yes.” He blinked, trying to put himself together. “I apologize. It is simply...a lot to consider.” 


Stark nodded. “You don’t have to decide today. I don’t think I’m going back to Earth today 
anyway. I can stick around while you decide.” 


Loki knew what answer he wanted to give. “I shall have to ask if Asgard can spare one of its 
princes.” 


“Okay,” Stark said, voice brighter. “Hey,” he said. 


Stark grinned at him. “You know, when I asked if you wanted a drink, I always thought I’d be 
pouring you something alcoholic. I never thought it’d be you serving me tea.” 


Suddenly, a warmth poured into Loki’s chest. He smiled back. “Neither did I.” 


Stark’s grin turned happier, finally reaching his eyes. “That’s the most you’ ve looked like you all 
day.” Loki flinched. “Are you hungry? Because I’m starving, and I could go for some tea right 


” 


now. 


“T could eat.” He hadn’t eaten in two days. Stark was already hopping off the bed and heading 
towards the door. 


Thor’s head poked in the moment that Stark opened it. “Hey, Point Break,” Stark said brightly. 
Thor frowned at him before casting a concerned look towards Loki. 


Loki smiled at him with a slight nod, letting him know it was okay. He hadn’t been able to hide his 
melancholy from Thor, and his brother had been worked up over it. Thor looked down at Stark in 
surprise. “Uh? Hello. My eyes are here,” Stark was saying. “I’m going to order us dinner and 
normally I’d say the more the merrier, but we need to talk through stuff and you’re gonna have to 
take a rain check.” 


Another time, Loki would’ ve laughed at the comically surprised look on Thor’s face. 
“Thor,” Stark said. “Let me out of the door?” 


“Right,” Thor said, stepping back. Loki could hear Thor’s attempt at whispering and quiet pauses 
that were presumably Tony whispering back, but he deliberately tuned them out. He stared down at 
his hands cradled together instead, turning over the cautious hope in his chest. 


When Stark started back into the room, Loki was surprised to see Thor beaming at him from the 
doorway, then turning and leaving. 


“What did you say to him?” Loki asked, wishing he’d listened in. 


“Oh,” Stark said. “So I guess you both just assumed I’d tear you a new one over Earth’s invasion, 
and I told him the same thing I told you about already knowing. I also pitched to him the idea of us 
hanging out back on Earth, because I remember now you guys fight like cats and dogs sometimes 
and I thought it’d be better if I pitched the idea. He’s thrilled. I wouldn’t be surprised if he invited 
himself over for movie nights.” 


Loki’s eyebrow twitched. Stark was right on all accounts, but it didn’t stop him from feeling irked 
at the idea of Thor showing up on Stark’s doorstep with food and puppy dog eyes. 


Loki studied Stark for a moment. The man seemed lighter, happier now. He was sitting on the bed 
with crossed legs now, an absent smile on his face as he grabbed one of the throw pillows and set it 
in his lap. If it was an act, it was a very good one. “Stark,” Loki said. 


Stark’s attention set back on him. 


““Why—are you being so kind?” Loki pressed his lips together. “We were enemies. Is this not some 
ploy to—have an advantage?” 


“We were enemies,” Stark said. “You know yourself.” He smiled at Loki, and the amusement was 
baffling. “I knew we were going to have to talk about this,” Stark said, explaining at Loki’s frown. 
“Look. I mean, on one hand, you’re just going to have to trust me, because there’s no way to ever 
know completely. It’s the same way for me with you. But honestly? I feel like we were both 
ourselves the past couple weeks, and I trust you.” 


Stark ran a hand through his hair. “And we’ ve both pretended to not know things the past couple 
weeks, but I think things worked out best that way, don’t you? I mean, I think we can call it even.” 
Stark held his hands open. “The things I shared with you were real, Loki, and I meant them. This 
isn’t some ploy to get back at you. I want to be around you. I trust you.” 


Loki blinked, instantly glamouring over the heat he felt prickling at his eyes. 
When had anyone said they trusted him? Ever? 


“Thank you.” The words stumbled out, and Loki could only hope that Stark didn’t realize how 
much those words effected him now that Stark knew everything. 


Stark smiled at him just as there was a polite knock on the door. “That would be dinner. I love how 
fast everything is here. I’m sure it’s magic, but wow, you know?” 


“The kitchens prepare all of the meals at the start of the day,” Loki said as Stark started for the 
door. 


“Oh. That’s practical. Could’ ve let me keep the illusion that you guys magically make food,” Stark 
teased. 


Stark took the tray from a servant that was happy to see him, and they chit chatted for a moment 
about one of the dramas Stark had watched before Stark took the tray into the room. It had dinner 
meats and vegetables, but Loki noticed Stark had asked for the ginger biscuits as well. 


“So,” Stark said, pouring a cup of tea and handing it to Loki. “Is there anything else you want to 
touch on? Because if not, I’m going to talk your ear off about all the places I want to show you on 
Earth.” 


“No,” Loki said honestly. “I’d like to hear you convince me to come to Earth.” 


Tony and Loki stood on the rainbow bridge. Thor had given them both back popping hugs 
goodbye, and while Loki was very much looking forward to going off on adventures with Stark, he 


was also looking forward to escaping Thor’s teasing and hyper enthusiasm over him and Stark 
befriending one another. 


Well, maybe it was more than friends. 
“You ready?” Stark asked. “Malibu is super hot this time of year.” 


“T’m ready,” Loki said, taking Stark’s hand to catch him incase he fell from the impact of transport. 


They arrived in a spacious, modern interior with a breathtaking view of the ocean. “Welcome to 
Malibu!” Stark exclaimed. “I’d say let me take your bags, but you’ve got that nifty pocket 
dimension thing going on. Oh! The tablet!” 


Loki smiled and rolled his eyes, withdrawing Stark’s pilfered tablet and setting it into eager 
outstretched hands. 


“T can’t wait to take this thing apart,” Stark said, setting it behind him on the couch. 
“T could give you its manual,” Loki offered. 


Stark waived him off. “It’s way more fun this way,” he said. He set his hands on his hips. “So. 
House tour. Are you ready?” 


“For a tour of a house?” Loki asked. “I think I can manage,” he teased. 
“Then follow after me,” Tony said, happily starting out into the house. 


They both knew this was the beginning of something grand and bright. 
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